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ter dawn with little glasses of tea and hot water in
Dutiful bowls for shaving. Glubb was already awake
id reading the Bible. After we had dressed and
aved, we adjourned to the room of the blue plush
mchairs, and were greeted by our host. Then we
Dved into a large room we had not previously visited.
i its floor lay spread the loveliest breakfast I have
er seen: fresh dates and thick cream, omelettes,
eetmeats, leban, sweet pastry balls, fresh hot sheeps'
Ik and fresh bread.

At eleven we wex>t for a drive round the near villages,
>pping at each to take coffee. This part of the desert
dominated by short, flat-topped escarpments, black
ics of a volcanic age, worn flat by the winds of
ituries.

The Emir welcomed us on our return to his fortress,
d we climbed upstairs, followed by our escort, to yet
other room covered with our farewell meal: six sheep
ist whole on great mounds of rice, encircled by in-
merable dishes. This time I selected my meat with
:e. Replete we rose, washed our hands, took coffee,
d quietly bade the Emir farewell.
That morning, in March, it had rained strongly, and
5 wadis were swollen. Our cars splashed slowly
>ng for two hours until we reached a wadi which
>ked almost impassable. Undaunted, our bedouin
ver drove straight into the shallow river. I began
take off my shoes and stockings, for I was certain we
uld stick. Glubb continued talking about Arabia.
e engine stopped; but we still moved forward, for
r Arab escort in the trucks behind had girt up their
is and, thigh deep in the water, were straining be-
id the car.
Without hesitation. Glubb, in his best uniform, flung